238	A MODERN COMEDY
see how  necessary it is  for you  to—er—seek  another
publisher.    In short, we are not taking any.
" ' With—er—' what you like—c dear Sir James Foggart,
" ' We are your obedient servants,
" c danby   and   winter.' '
" When you've translated that, Miss Perren, bring it in,
and I'll sign it."
" Yes. Only, Mr. Mont—I thought you were a Socialist.
This almost seems—forgive my asking ? "
" Miss Perren, it's struck me lately that labels are e off.'
How can a man be anything at a time when everything's
in the air ? Look at the Liberals. They can't see the
situation whole because of Free Trade ; nor can the Labour
Party because of their Capital levy ; nor can the Tories
because of Protection ; they're all hag-ridden by catch-
words ! Old Sir James Foggart's jolly well right, but
nobody's going to listen to him. His book will be waste
paper if anybody ever publishes it. The world's unreal
just now, Miss Perren ; and of all countries we're the most
unreal."
" Why, Mr. Mont ? "
" Why ? Because with the most stickfast of all the
national temperaments, we're holding on to what's gone
more bust for us than for any other country. Anyway, Mr.
Danby shouldn't have left the letter to me, if he didn't
mean me to enjoy myself. Oh ! and while we're about it—
I've got to refuse Harold Master's new book. It's a mistake,
but the y won't have it."
" Why not, Mr. Mont ? * The Sobbing Turtle ' was such
a success ! "
" Well, in this new thing Master's got hold of an idea
which absolutely forces him to say something. Winter says
those who hailed * The Sobbing Turtle ' as such a work of
art, are certain to be down on this for that ; and Mr. Danby

